SCENE I.]        THE WITTY FAIR ONE.

His eyes shoot beams upon my daughter, more
Than I was pleased with ?    Aimwell call you him ?
I may suspect unjustly, but such looks
Are often loose conveyers,

Wor. Make no part
Of him your fear.

Rich. I do not, when I call
To mind my daughter's virtue and obedience.
She knows my purpose to dispose her to
Sir Nicholas Treedle.

Wor. And how do you find
Her inclination ?

Rich. As I would direct it,

Wor. She will maintain it to your comfort, sir.
However, with what vigilance becomes me,
I will preserve 't, while sTIe remains within
rMy custody.

Rich. I'll leave a servant to wait upon her.

Wor. Brains?

Rich. The same.

Wor. He is a cunning fellow.

Rich. He has a sconce
Carries some subtilty, which he employs
Still honestly in discharge of any trust
Committed to him.

Wor. Good.

Rich. And 'tis his pride,
He was ne'er o'er-reached in any action.

Wor. He knows his charge ?

Rich. Perfectly ; but I lose time; Sir Nicholas
Treedle expects me this night in the country.

Wor. When do you return?

Rich. Within these three days at most.
Trouble yourself no further.

I'll wait on you to your horse, sir.